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Unswept, the children crying at my knee
For mother ; and the very thralls will be
In sobs for the dear mistress that is lost.

That is my home !    If I go forth, a ho$i
Offcasts and bridal dances, gatherings gay
Of women, will be there to fright me away
To loneliness.    Mine eyes will never bear
The sight.    They were her friends ; they played wit I
her.

And always, always, men who hate my name
Will murmur : " This is he who lives in shame
Because he dared not die !    He gave instead
The woman whom he loved, and so is fled
From death.    He counts himself a man withal !
And seeing his parents died not at his call
He hates them, when himself he dared not die !"

Such mocking beside all my pain shall I
Endure. . . , What profit was it to live on,
Friend, with my grief kept and mine honour gone ?

CHORUS.

I have sojourned in the Muse's land,

Have wandered with the wandering star,

Seeking for strength, and in my hand
Held all philosophies that are ;

Yet nothing could I hear nor sec

Stronger than That Which Needs Must Be.

No Orphic rune, no Thnicinn scroll,
Hath magic to avert the morrow ;

No healing all those medicines brave

Apollo to the Asclcpiad gave ;

Pale herbs of comfort in the bowl
Of man's wide sorrow.
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